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them when they carried out the coffins. There were no tears
in her eyes as they were lowered. She bent, picked up a hand-
ful of earth, and threw it into each grave. The boys began to
shovel.
As she turned away, she put her hand on Channel's arm.
'Where did you put Congo?5 she asked. He pointed. She
nodded her head.
They went back to the house. Coffee was served and a cold
collation. Whatever happened, Olga would remain the per-
fect hostess. Owen added details to Wilson's account of
Bentinck's death. They told him of the tragedy. Sebastian's
girls had accompanied them into the sitting room. They sat
perched close together on a low stool like two little brown
birds.
To Channel it was all a fantasy, an unreality. These people,
the room, the memories of the last ten years... the end of the
life ,they had led here and the beginning of the greatest war
the world had ever seen. There could be little conversation
under such conditions. They ate, and drank coffee.
Owen put his cup down suddenly and pointed at the
Batanga girls.
' You should marry one of them/ he said to Sebastian.
'Marry? I am married to them.5
'He means marry one properly,3 Channel said.
'All right. To please you, Owen. Come, Maria. Maria,
get up. I will marry you. But it must be at once, Owen.'
Channel wondered why Sebastian had given in so easily. It
was not because he was conscious of any wrong he had done.
'To please you,' he had said. Perhaps Owen had just
caught him in a marrying mood.
Sebastian led Maria forward. 'I choose you, my little brown
bird, because you are bad. This will cure you of being bad.
Mr. Owen the priest, as you know, being from the mission, is a
great doctor. He will fcurse you. You will burn in hell if you
are unfaithful to me again.' He shook her. 'Your sister I do
not have to marry. She is a good girl.'